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tional characteristic that one fails utterly to
see in Venice, where the streets are all canals.
I am prouder than ever before of the infusion
of Dutch blood in my veins, be it ever so slight.
(Through his father's grandmother, Jemina
Van Boskerk, of Albany). I shall be really
happy only when I have spent days, not to
say weeks, in this wonderful garden spot. The
expanse of country is like an animated paint-
ing. I have been to Delft and gotten a few
trifles of the ware for tokens. I have visited
Rotterdam, The Hague, the capital, which is
marvelously attractive, and Scheveningen, and
Amsterdam, the commercial capital. So far,
I have had but one impression of the Dutch
people, and I have already uttered it."

" Copenhagen, July 22.

"I surely am seeing much that is new and
moving without undertaking prodigies in the
way of miles of canvas, traversed by my eye,
while my brain is whirling in hopeless confu-
sion. I am systematically avoiding art gal-
leries, though I have deep pleasure in visiting
the Thorwaldsen Museum, which is devoted to
the great master's wonderful work exclusively.
I have driven or ridden much, have visited the
famous Deer Park in the country near by, and
seen some of the royal family at, or near their
summer residence, en famille. This is to me,
next to Holland, the most engaging region I
have seen.

"From Amsterdam via Hamburg, I came to
Kiel, where I took the Danish mail steamer, a
government boat, for Korsor, in Denmark,
whence I came by rail to Copenhagen. , . .he interval, God knowses, by boat, to Greenwich)longings. The boarding-out is my
